PALMERSTON

no occasion voted as a body. We sit together, but upon
almost every question last session voted different ways/'
Such groups are frequently fissiparous. For an exacting
orthodoxy always tends to produce heresies. Lady Canning
was understood to be denouncing schismatics on the ground
of some departure from her late husband's testament by his
less accredited widows* But Palmerston remained a Can-
ningite of the Huskissonian shade. For Huskisson and he
frequented Lady Cowper at Panshanger, Melbourne at
Brocket, and Princess Lieven wherever those shaken curls
expounded Russian policy. She had sent discreet congratu-
lations on his Portuguese speech and desired his news. Her
group, indeed, might bring him a more progressive align-
ment ; since Wellington complained that if any point were
discussed with Lieven, " we should have a statement of the
case with Lord Grey, Lord Palmerston, and Mr. Huskisson,
as soon as the post would carry it." So Grey and the Whigs
were waiting. A few months later Grey even thought of
him as a possible Leader of the House in a Whig ministry.
But the cool detachment of the Canningites was, for the
time, more congenial to Palmerston; though he viewed a
Tory allegiance with evident distaste. Tory no longer, he
could write that "as to going to the Tory Party ... to
belong to people you do not think with cannot answer/'
So far from Toryism had Lord Liverpool's young subordinate
travelled in 1829.

He went to Ireland in the autumn; and before the year
was out, he was on the Continent again, the Continent of
1829, where Grisi sang and Thorwaldsen studied the antique,
He was in France as usual, and Paris was full of English,
Most well-bred travellers see little except their countrymen.
Some, indeed, draw even finer distinctions; for Mr. Greville
noticed no names in the little Roman cemetery under the
grey pyramid of Cestius except " the pretty Miss Bathurst"
But Palmerston although he harvested a golden store
of English gossip and sent home his sheaves to Lady
Cowper with a charming intimacy, had a watchful eye for
the Parisian scene* He went to Court, dined with Polignac,